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The Tragedie 

Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You breake rto priuiledge nor charter there: 

Oft hauc 1 heard offancluaiic men , 

But fanttuatie child) en neucr til! now. 

Car. My Lo: you ihall oucrrule my minde for once : 
Come on L: Haftings,wilJ you go with me? 

Haft. I go my Lord. 

Prin- Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may : 
Say V ncklc Glofter,if dur brother come, 

Where fhall we foiuurne till our Coronation? 

C/a. Where it feemes baft vnto your royall ftife: 

If I may councell you,fonic day or two, 

Yourhighnefl’e fhall repofe you at the tower: 

Then whereyou pleafe,and fhalbe thought mod fit, 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Prin. I do not like the tower of any place : 

Did Iulius Cajfar build that place my Lore!? 1 

Bmc. He did, my gratiousL: begin that place, 

Which fince fucceeding ages haue rcedified. 

Prin. Isit vpon recorder eife reported 
Succefliuely from age to age he built it? 

Bmc. Vpon record my gratious Lo: 

Prin . But fay my Lo: it were not regiftred, 

Me thinkes the truth fhould liuc from age to age, 

As twere retailde to all pofterity, 

Eucn to the gcncrall ending day. 

Glo. So wife,fo young, they fay, do neuer Hue long, 
Prin. What fay you V ncklc? 

Glo. I fay without characters fame Hues long: 

Thus like the formall vice iniquitic , 

I morallize two meanings in one word, 

Pri, That Iulius Ciefar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His wit fet downe to make his valure liuc: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour. 

For now he hues in fame, though not in life: 
lie tell you what roy Coufcn Buckingham, 

Mac. What my gratious Lord? 


Prin. 
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of Richard the third. 

Prin. And ifl line vntill I be a man, 
lie win our auncient right in France againc, 
OrdieafouldicrasIliudeaKing. ,0 

G’.'ii. Short fummers lightly haiie a forward fpring. 

Enter young Ymkc, Ha/hngtjGardwall, 

Bmc. Now in good time here comes theDukeof Yorke. 
Pri. Rich, of Yorke,how fares our louing brother? 

Tor. Well my dread Lo: fo rnuft I call you now. 
c Pn, I brother fo our griefe as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maiefty, 

Glo. How fares our Coufennoble L. ofYorke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vnckle, OmyLo: 

You faid that Idle weeds are faft in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath outgrown mefatre. 

Glo. He hath my Lo: , 

Tor. And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh my faire Coufcn,I muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. Fie may command me as my foueraigne, 

But you hauc power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you Vnckle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litle Coufen, withal! my heatt. 

Pri. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kinde Vnckle that I know will giue. 

And being buta toy)whichisnogreefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,lle giue my Cofcn. 

Tor, A greater gift,Othats the fword to if, 

Glo. I gentle Cofen,were)t light enough. 

Tor .O t ha I fee you wil part but with light gifts, ; 

In weigh tier things yoiiic fay a begger nay. 

Gb. If jsftc>owMghtifc ; &r;ypur grace to vv r earc»* ;!T 
Tor, \ weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Glo, What would youhaue my weapon litle Lord ? 

Tor, I would that I might thanke you as; you call me, 

Glo. How > Tor. Litle. 

*/['; My Lo: ofYorke will ftillbftCroilejntalte: 

Vnckle your grace know<show;to bearewith^i||i»;!., -: Ja i 
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